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Author's Notes: 

Ayyy it's me with a fanfic of another band no one is asking for fanfic for! Anyway, Light the Torch actually go 
camping and fishing and stuff between shows while on tour - it's a thing they do. So | thought it would be fun 
to write about it! Additional note - | referred to the band as Devil You Know in this story because during the 
timeframe its written in, they're still DYK and haven't changed their name yet to LTT. Also, here's a cute 


photo of Howard and Francesco for your reference while you read! 


The first time Howard saw Francesco take his shirt off, he knew he was fucked. 


Devil You Know were a few weeks into their first tour as a band, and they had a day off. Howard had the 
bright idea that the bus could pull off to a campground en route and spend the evening roughing it in nature. 
Francesco and Ryan had been all for it, but John grumbled something about mosquitoes and opted to stay in 
his bunk that evening instead. 


This was all good and well, because they only had two tents with them, one which was a single, and the 
other which snugly fit two. The bus parked in the campground lot and Howard, Francesco, and Ryan hopped off 
energetically, shouldering their supplies for their short journey. 


The three band mates trekked only about a half mile along a forest trail, following the markers for what 
was supposed to be a small lake where they could set up their campsite. They were somewhere in southwest 
Oregon - Howard had already long forgotten the name of the place. The weather was hot but pleasant from 
the lack of humidity. The singer found he didn't sweat much at all as they finished up their hike. 


The lake they came to was the purest blue and totally encircled with trees. Howard couldn't help but let a 
huge grin spread upon his face. Fresh air and nature in its most beautiful form! He threw down his backpack 
and placed his hands on his hips, taking a deep breath. 

"Bellissimo," Francesco said beside him. 

"Very cool," Ryan said. "| definitely want to go for a swim." 

The men spent about an hour setting everything up. Ryan had put together a firepit while Francesco helped 
Howard assemble the tents. Playfully, the three of them bantered over who would get the single tent and who 
would have to share. 

"Ryan snores," Francesco pouted when Howard tried to claim the single. "I will not sleep with him." 

"Well, I'm not sleeping with him, either!" Howard huffed. 

"Rude," Ryan said. "You both are so rude." 

They determined the bassist would get the tent to himself while Howard would share with the small Italian. 
At least Francesco wouldn't take up much space. Howard would've likened him to the size of a cute little 
stuffed animal, but Francesco probably wouldn't find that funny. He probably wouldn't want to cuddle with the 
singer, either. 


Francesco dusted off his hands on his pants as they finished pitching the second tent. 


"Finally, that's that! Now, | do believe the lake is calling!" he said, giving Howard a wicked smile before peeling 
off his shirt and walking to the edge of the water. 


Oh 

Okay. 

Howard didn't expect to react the way he did when the younger man's pale olive skin was revealed to him, 
but here he was, suddenly sweating it out like a horny teenager. Francesco was thin and fit; that much, the 


black man had already known. But knowing what was under those clothes versus actually seeing it for the first 


time was a whole different ballgame. 


Howard was a straight man. 
Well, you know, for the most part. 


If, like, Ryan Reynolds wanted some, he could get it. Basically, one had to be Ryan Reynolds levels of hot to 
break Howard's sexuality. Howard wasn't exactly opposed to being with a man, he'd just never been attracted 


enough to one to want to do so. 
And then, all of the sudden, there was this little guy. 


The Italian was attractive, for sure. Howard wasn't blind He'd noticed years ago when he'd first met 


Francesco. But suddenly, the man's beauty was all Howard was noticing. 


He couldn't stop his eyes from following the swirling patterns of the tattoos along the contours of 
Francesco's forearms and biceps. His vision drove along the younger man's body like a road map, dipping 
beneath his collarbone and cruising down his hairless chest, to his lightly muscled abdomen, past his belly 
button - okay, pump the breaks, there, Mr. Jones. You were NOT just admiring your guitarists cute little blonde 
happy trail 


Howard cleared his throat and looked away as Francesco tied his golden hair up into a loose bun 
"You guys coming in, too?" the guitarist asked. 
"Uh, yeah," Howard choked out as Ryan also affirmed he'd be joining for a swim. 


This was an issue. Or at least, knowing himself, Howard was going to make it an issue, and it was going to 
be on his mind constantly. He simply could not be attracted to his guitarist. He was 42 years old, too old for 
developing the hots for a band mate. He did not need this eating away at him for the remainder of this tour. 
He did not need this ruining the career of this new band that had just barely gotten onto its legs. 


He'd never had this issue in all his touring life. He'd flirted with merch girls here and there, but normally, 
he was surrounded by ugly metal dudes. None of the guys in Killswitch had ever done it for him. He almost 
gagged just now at the thought of being attracted to Adam, for example. Not that Adam was ugly, per se... he 
just wasn't hot. So yeah, being suddenly attracted to a male band mate was brand new for him, and Howard's 


brain was very close to short-circuiting. 
And then Francesco had to go taking off his fucking pants, too. 


Of course. Obviously, the man wasn't gonna jump in the lake in his jeans. But give a guy a little warring, 


first, yeah? Howard wasn't trying to pop a boner in the middle of some Oregon forest. Not over a guy, anyway. 


He felt his mouth go a little dry as he swept his eyes - respectfully - and quickly - over the guitarists 


lower half. Francesco was stepping cautiously into the lake now, so Howard paused on his lower back before 


going down. Those tight black boxer briefs weren't leaving much to the imagination. 
Nice ass. 
Very nice thighs. 


Howard wondered, very briefly, what it would feel like to sink his teeth into those pale, muscular thighs. He 
also wondered - again, very briefly - if Francesco would bruise easily from doing so. How long would the marks 
from Howard's mouth remain on his skin? Days? 


Okay, get it together, Howard. 
Act normal. 


As he stripped off his shirt - he was NOT taking off his shorts - he felt a little self-conscious. He hadn't 
been in the best shape the last few years, and he was trying to get back on track. But throughout his whole 
life, he'd never had visible abs like Francesco. He'd always had a litle bit of a belly, despite any sort of workout 
regimen. He couldn't help it that he liked to eat. 


Speaking of eating, he hoped Francesco planned to cook them something tasty over the fire tonight. Having 
an Italian man in the band was quite the treat, and the guitarist knew his way around a kitchen. Hopefully he 
knew his way around a campfire, too. 


Ryan stripped down to his underwear beside him. Howard had seen him mostly naked before, as they'd 
shared hotel rooms a few times on this tour so far. Howard had never considered him in any sort of sexual 


manner and certainly wasn't going to start today. Ryan was Ryan, and he was short and goofy. 
And he didn't have that European charm that the pretty blonde had. 


Howard grimaced, pushing thoughts of hot Italian men out of his head, before taking off and barreling 
forward into the cool water. He created a minor splash as he jumped in, which successfully soaked a pouting 


Francesco. Howard started cracking up at the man's reaction as he surfaced. 


At Howard's laugh, Francesco began to laugh as well, a bright smile lighting up his face. Sunlight gleamed 
off the droplets of water clinging to his blonde hair. He was, simply put, glowing Howard was going to have to 
focus very hard on NOT focusing on this man for the rest of the evening. Luckily, Ryan joined them in the 
water, and Howard had never been more grateful for a third wheel. 


The day passed by at a leisurely pace. The men rotated between going for swims, laying beside the lake, 
and exploring the nearby trails. Eventually, it came time for dinner, and Howard's stomach was growling as 
they sat around the fire. The menu this evening was risotto and greens, and Howard scarfed his helping down 


like his life depended on it. 


They relaxed as the sun began to set, chit-chatting mindlessly. They talked about tour, their families, and, 
of course, Howard discussed his passion of fishing and how excited he was to find the next good fishing spot as 
they ventured south through California. Ryan told stories about Bigfoot, but Howard was too busy watching 


the fire's reflection dancing in Francesco's blue eyes to pay much attention 


Ryan and Francesco passed a bottle of spiced rum back and forth. Howard had never been one to partake in 
alcohol, but as his friends fell into a state of just barely drunk, the black man himself was buzzing just off of 
the high of being in nature with good people. Crickets came alive, as did other mysterious sounds of the night. 
They heard elk cries in the distance, something that startled the Italian. 


"They sound alien," he said, looking disturbed as his American band mates laughed at him. 


Howard wasn't sure what time it was when they crawled into the tent, but the forest around them was 
long-since pitch black. He made a point of leaving his phone on the bus for things like this so that he could 
disconnect, besides, Ryan had his cell in case of emergency. The singer was pretty sure Francesco had his as 


well if he desperately needed to know the time. 


"Shit, this tent is even smaller than | remember," Howard muttered to himself, apologizing as he 


accidentally elbowed Francesco while trying to slip into his bedroll. 
"Well, we're no strangers to being in close quarters with one another," Francesco said, unbothered. 


Howard wished he was just as unbothered. But now that they were here, essentially alone together, Howard 


was very bothered, indeed. 


Thoughts of smooth, pale olive skin danced in his mind the way the fire had danced in Francesco's eyes 
earlier. He thought of golden hair tied back - and the way it would cascade down as Howard's hands pulled the 
tie out and let it loose. It would feel so silky as he ran his fingers through it. And what would desire look like in 
those blue eyes? Sadly, Howard knew he'd never see such an expression in Francesco's face - at least not 


directed towards him. 


intrusive thoughts Howard blinked his eyes hard a few times, trying to force them away, but the more he 
tried, the more the inappropriate thoughts bombarded his head. Flashes of tattoos. Muscular thighs. A pale 
neck exposed as he roughly tugged at silky blonde hair. 


Get it together, Howard 


Francesco nestled into place only about an inch or so away from the singer. Thank God the Italian couldn't 
read his thoughts. Howard was mentally screaming at himself to stop - just fucking STOP already, stop imagining 
your friend like this - 


An elk sounded in the forest, this one closer than any of the others they'd heard so far. Even Howard was 
startled at the volume of it, but Francesco must've jumped a foot in the air. The frazzled man grasped 


Howard's shoulder as he yelped. 


‘Oh my God," he hissed as Howard chuckled, acutely aware of the fact that the younger man was 
currently touching him. "What the fuck are those things?" 


"They're just, like, really large deer," Howard told him. 

"Why do they sound like that?" Francesco groaned. 

"| don't know," Howard said. "Maybe it's trying to attract a mate or something.” 

"Well, | hope it stays far from here," Francesco replied. 

"What, are you afraid it's going to try and mate with you?" Howard laughed. Even though it was dark, 
Howard could vaguely see the outline of Francesco pouting. Also, the only thing he could think about was the 
fact that the blonde's hand was still gripping his shoulder. 

"No," Francesco said, a little timidly, after a moment. "I just hate that noise. Its horrifying.’ 

"Don't worry," Howard said lightheartedly. "I'll protect you!" 

Francesco snorted at that. Gingerly, Howard reached out and placed a hand on the man's arm, an attempt 
to comfort him. The younger one's hand shifted on his shoulder, and Howard was afraid he made it weird, but 
Francesco didn't remove his hand. Instead, he started stroking little circles upon Howard's skin with his thumb. 


Okay. Interesting 


He opened his mouth to make a joke, to make this awkward, because he was the King At Making Things 
Weird, but then another elk sounded. 


Francesco yipped and jerked closer, tucking his head against Howard's chest. Automatically, Howard moved 


his arm around Francesco's back, holding him. 
"Jesus," the Italian panted. "It's, like, right outside the tent!" 
‘It's just a deer," Howard insisted, "it's not gonna hurt you, man. Do they not have deer in Italy?" 
"Not ones that sound like that," Francesco said. 


"I think Ryan made you all jumpy with his dumb Bigfoot stories earlier," Howard sighed. "Did you happen to 
bring your earplugs with you? Maybe wearing them would help block out the sounds." 


"No," the Italian sighed. 
"Well, it's gonna be a long night, then," Howard said. "Unless you wanted me to walk you back to the bus?" 


"No, it's okay," Francesco insisted. "It's - its just so loud and weird out here. But I'll get used to it. I've only 
ever been camping a few times in my life. But | want to do this. | had so much fun today." 


While he spoke, the blonde kept his head against Howard's broad chest and continued stroking little circles 
on his shoulder. Howard tightened his hold around the man's back automatically, and Francesco snuggled - 
actually snuggled - closer to him. 

Something in Howard was triggered - some sort of instinct to comfort and protect his band mate, not that 
Francesco was incapable of taking care of himself by any means. He tilted his head down and kissed the crown 
of Francesco's head, unable to resist. 

"Howard," the man said, gentle amusement in his voice. 

"Don't worry," Howard said. "I'll protect you from the large scary deer, my precious litte cannoli" 

Francesco broke out into laughter at that, his smaller frame quaking against Howard's. 

"My sweet baby ravioli," Howard went on. 

"Please," Francesco choked, laughing harder and burying his face into Howard's chest. 

"My, uh, my angel pizza ---" 

"Oh my God, Howard - shut up!" 

"Anything for you, my delicious eggplant parmegiana" 

They giggled like kids for a few more moments before their laughter finally died down into shaky breathing. 
Francesco moved his hand down Howard's arm, gently drawing blunt fingernails across his skin Howard kissed 
the top of his head again, this time nuzzling his face into his hair and breathing in the scent of his shampoo. It 
was nice. Francesco let out a contented sigh and pulled away. 

"| suppose we should try and sleep," he said softly. 

The little pleasurable tingles Howard had been feeling from the man's touch faded into white noise. He found 
himself slightly disappointed at the loss. It had been a while since he'd experienced intimacy with another 


person, having closed himself off to relationships for a few years. He'd wanted to cuddle more, perhaps feel 


more of Francesco's muscular little body. But he wasn't going to say anything, wasn't going to risk making 


things uncomfortable. Hell, he still had to figure out how to handle this newfound attraction - how to bury it 


deep in the dark corners of his brain where it would remain forgotten for the rest of his life, hopefully. 


Because Francesco would never see anything in him, anyway. It was simply a road the singer would pass by 
without ever traveling down, never to think about it ever again. 


"Yeah, probably a good idea," Howard agreed. 

"Good night" 

"Night, Fran." 

Howard slept on and off, woken often by Francesco's restlessness. The smaller man tossed and turned 
periodically beside him. Every time Howard found himself slipping into a dream, he was jerked back into 
consciousness by Francesco's movements. 

"Fran," he whispered, at what he guessed was something like 3:00 in the morning. "You awake?" 

A pause. Then, a reluctant, 

"Yeah... 

"What's wrong?" 

"l'm just not used to all the noises. And l'm cold, too." 

"Well, | can't help with the noises, but, if you want," Howard said quietly, "you can move closer to me." 

"That wouldn't be weird?" 

"Nah," Howard said, shrugging, though he wasn't sure Francesco could see him in the dark. "Come here. Let 
me put my arms around you." The man snuggled into his chest like he had earlier, and Howard wrapped him in 
a warm hug. "There we go. That better?" 

"Yes, actually. Can |..can | just." Francesco shifted impossibly closer to the singer, as close as their bedrolls 
would allow. He clutched Howard's side and buried his face against Howard's neck. "Next time we do this, I'm 
going to have to dress warmer. | had no idea it would get so cold" 


"IFs all good," Howard said. "Now let's try and get some sleep, yeah?" 


"Okay. I'm sorry for keeping you awake." 


"Is okay, man." 
This time, Francesco stayed put, and Howard listened as his breathing slowed 


At least one of them was getting sleep now, Howard thought. He closed his eyes, but all he saw were 
images of the sun gleaming off soft skin and golden hair. 


Droplets of water clinging to muscular arms covered in swirling ink. 
Thighs spread apart in the grass, widening for Howard to take his place between them... 


Shit 


At some point, Howard must've drifted off, because when his eyes opened again, pale morning light was 


seeping through the tent. 


Francesco was still pressed against him, silky blonde hair slightly mussed under Howard's chin. He was 
breathing slowly, fast asleep. Howard didn't want to wake him, despite feeling uncomfortable and stiff. Getting 
close to middle-aged was definitely having its effects on his body, and sleeping in a bedroll on the hard earth 
didn't do much for his neck and shoulders. He shut his eyes again in an attempt to gain a few more minutes of 


precious sleep. 

At long last, Francesco stirred awake and Howard relaxed, a little relieved as the smaller man moved away. 
The guitarist looked up at him, probably to check if he was also awake, and Howard was greeted with sweet, 
shy blue eyes. A small smile broke across his face. 

"Good morning," he greeted. 

"Morning, Francesco," Howard said, allowing his arm to slide off the guitarists side as he moved away. 

"Thanks for keeping me warm last night," he said. 

"Hey," Howard said, "What are friends for?" 

Camping sort of became a thing for the band after that first night. Any time they had a few days off 
between shows, they would find campgrounds en route to the next show. They got to experience some really 
cool places together. Francesco was always eagerly looking forward to the next occasion, taking to mapping out 


potential spots on his phone and always checking for fishing spots for Howard. 


The guitarist got used to the sounds of nature at night. He also packed accordingly, so that when it was 


time to go to sleep, he was dressed warm. Basically, he didn't need cuddles from Howard anymore. 


No, he didn't need cuddles - yet Howard still often woke up with Francesco in his arms on those 
mornings. The singer tried not to think too much about it. He tried not to think too much about most things; 
he found that in life, overthinking was generally his downfall. 


Instead, he accepted that occasionally, he got to cuddle with his cute little Italian guitar player while out 
camping together, and that was that. 


